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The Sergeant preserved his impassive silence until the work was
finished, and then picked a paper out of the file. "I'm afraid
he smudged this one, Monsieur," he said.

*Tes, He's a careless lad. He deserved what you said to
him,"

L'Careless! When I was a recruit, Monsieur, I was told that,
once my duty was finished, my time was my own and the King
wasn't my master any more. But these young fools don't make
any difference between duty and off-time. They're thinking
of their own affairs when they get up in the morning, and they
go to bed thinking of their own affairs. And the King can
wait! . . . Will there be anything more. Monsieur, before you
go?"

"Xo. I think not. Nothing the Major can't deal with.

Unless-----3? Persen pushed back his chair and stared out

through the grimy window into the barrack-yard beyond, dusty
under the July sun.

"I suppose, Sergeant," he said, "you've seen great changes
in the Army since you were a recruit. All the same, you know,
each fresh batch always seems worse than the last. The more
one learns oneself, the more difficult it is to believe that the
new generation isn't more ignorant than the one before it."

"Yes, Monsieur. That's true, Monsieur." The Sergeant still
stood stiffly by the desk. "But it isn't ignorance now. It's

knowing too much. Things are happening that----- But I

needn't worry Monsieur with them. He will have enough to
trouble him in Paris."

Fersen rose, walked to an open cupboard that bulged with
dog's-eared papers, and swung slowly round to face the
Sergeant. He was wondering how best to break through the
hedge of Routine that separated them and make him talk
about what was weighing on both their minds.

"The news from Paris is bad," he said, opening a round-
about approach. "Not that the Bastille is of any importance.
I gather they found it practically empty and only had the
pleasure of cutting the throats of a few harmless pensioners.
But the fact that they could do that unpunished, the fact that

they could loot the Arsenal for arms to do it with-----! I simply

caimot understand what the troops round Paris were doing.3'